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A Road And A Tree 
Makes A Girl Think 


By Lorraine Fecteau 


You’ve walked down this road often. It is a dirt 
road that isn’t much travelled. It cuts hesitantly through 
the bush, uncertain of its direction. 

You love the smells. The fragrance of huge black 
pine-trees, and burning dust, and the pungent odor of| 
the undergrowth that tumbles at the feet of wise trees. 
You love the old imbedded rocks, the rotting logs, cut and 
piled and forgotten. You love the rustic bits of fence that | 
stand like monuments, and then disappear under a thick 

atch of brush or behind a rock. You love the little stream 


that slides under the road 
and the mysterious path- 
ways, carpeted with rusty 
pine needles that creep into 
the silent and _ turbulent 
bush. 

The Road Teaches 

You love that road. You 
have learned many lessons 
by walking it and absorbing 
its quiet contemplation. It 
has taught yout the humility 
of its dust, the dignity of its 
service, the serenity and the 
passion of the green creation 
through which it moves. 

Around one bend, where 
the road rises and curves 
down again to the swamp, 
the gesture of a tree sur- 
prises you. It is the arm and 
fingers of a musician, strain- 
ing to capture this silent 
symphony. It is an expres- 
sion of possession and con- 
trol. That tree reminds you 
a little of yourself, the way 
you felt one afternoon, short- 
ly after coming to this fresh 
country. 

You remember standing 
on the peak of a very high 
hill, breathless from exertion 
and from the beauty of the 
panorama stretching below 
you. Ribbon rivers and lakes, 
squares of farms, specks of 
houses, and bumps of other 
hills, like a tiny model land- 
scape at an exhibition. 

Speck Sees Specks 

You could see_all this. But 
you were just a tiny speck 
on top of a hill. An individ- 
ual speck of course, but lost 
—the way a single leaf is lost 
in a forest of trees. 

Something happened to 
you then. What? You could- 
n’t quite put your finger .on 
it. All this magnificence was 
given you to enjoy. All this 
was yours. But you felt that 
you belonged to it! You were 
only part of it. You wonder- 
ed if Eve sometimes felt that 
way before the fall. 

You turned and looked at 
the wonderful old farmer 
who had guided the other 
‘ kids and yourself to this 
spot. He was standing with 
his legs wide apart, his 
hands casped firmly behind 
his back. What a rich face 
on that man! Brown and 
ruddy and animated by 
healthy wrinkles. His eyes 
shone with pride and 
thanksgiving as he gazed on 
his countryside. There was 
peace and contentment 
there that came from long 


- years of labor and hardship, | 


clearing and cultivating the 
rocky land. 
Good Life, Good Land 


“It is a good life,” he said. 


i; You smiled back 


‘truth, I was. just thinking) 





at him.) 
“And it is a good land. God | 
loves us.” | 

He took your hand to 
help you over a large bould- 
er. His hand was warm and 
rough and strong and gentle 
— a hand that had broken 
rocks, and fondled baby 
chicks and new-born calves. 

You liked that good man 
very much. He was rich, for| 
he had roots, deep roots in 
God and in nature. 

Roots! That’s what it was 
—the sensation you couldn’t 
describe. You discovered you 
had roots too. 

At that moment, it seemed 
that the wind breathed the 
mystery of God’s love into 
your soul. It is a mystery. 
You, can’t explain it. It is 
an intimate mystery — as 
intimate as the life that 
surges within you. 

A Young Man Too 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” 
His voice cut through your 
thoughts. You  hadn’t 
noticed him standing beside 
you... that nice young 
character with the conser- 
vative pipe and the corny 
puns. You looked at him 4 
moment and stifled a laugh 





as you saw the wind trying 
to ruffle his 
brush-cut. 
You both 
again for a moment. | 
“I wonder what it is,” you) 
said. “Why does this make} 
you so keenly aware of your 
own nothingness?” | 
You gestured to indicate; 
the green land below. He! 
puffed on-his pipe a mom- 
ent, thoughtfully, the way. 


hé always did before ven- 


turing a funny remark. But) 
he was serious. ‘“‘To tell the! 
how. ‘conscious this makes; 
you of your own dignity,” he 
said. 

Suddenly you both laugh- 
ed. It struck the two of you 
just how horribly stuffy 
your remarks sounded. But 
you knew they were sincere. 

One of the girls was set- 
ting out the lunch on an al- 
most flat stretch of grass, 
and you sat down to a good: 
big slice of home-made 
bread, and a mug of tea. 

A Hunk of Cheese 

“So what is life all about?” 
You winked at the young 
man. ‘What the heck! We 
are living ain’t we?” 

He nodded furiously and 
handed you q big hunk of 
cheese. 


It was fun that afternoon. |. 
-You’ll never forget it. And 





you'll never forget the road 


impossible 


looked away) 


Pees 


| Toward hearts and lips and 


No. 7. 





with the crooked tree on it. | 
You look at the tree again. | 


| You should be like that tree. 
'It contains the wonder of| 
|God within it. It is rooted, | 


as you should be. It does not; 
move, except to bow in. obe- 
dience to the wind. It grows 
upward, toward the sky, try-| 
ing to reach God. But its 
gesture would seem to cap-| 
ture everything else around| 
it too, to bring and offer. 

Dimly you remember 
quotation from the psalms. 
Something about a _ tree, 
standing by the water. It 
shail not be moved. 

“And that,’ you tell your- 
self, ‘is the apostolate.” 








Blessed Art Thou} 


By Catherine de Vinck 








I went out to the World 
And saw Thy love _ alight 
upon the face of things. 
My: hands ‘touch, the, width 
‘of the night, ~ thie Se 
The fluidity of water, the 
cold meta! 6f the ‘Stars. 
My blind hands ‘are groping 

shoulders: 
All things shine from Thy 
resemblance { 
And no creature is anywhere 
a stranger. ; 

Biessed art Thou, Love who 
presses me 

And embraces me from all 
sides, ; 

In Thee, I hear the heart- 
beats of the World, 


1} Love. 


Love And Sacrifice Are 
Building Our Chapel 


By Eddie Doherty 


“Unless the Lord build the house, they labor in 


vain who build it.” 


The’ Lord has permitted us to start building our 
chapel in honor of The Immaculate Conception; and we 


|have been assured that all will be ready for Mass and 
, | Benediction on the great day,*December 8th, 1953. 


We have made contracts. We have specified ma- 
terials. Wood. Concrete. Stone. Insulation. Plaster. Roof- 
ing. Tiling. Fixtures. And other items we must use. We 
have made contracts, and we have begged for money. 


And Mostly Love 


But we are discovering 
that chapels are built not 
out of materials, but out of 
love and sacrifice, and out 
of simple faith. The faith is 
ours, since we began the 
work before we had any 
money to spend on it. And 
some of the love is ours too. 
But the sacrifices are made 
by others, by people who love 
Mary and her Son. 

We had scarcely announ- 
ced our intention to erect 
the chapel when we heard 
from a woman in California, 
a widow in her late fifties. 
She asked permission to 
donate the monstrance we 
must use to hold the Sacred 
Host at Benediction, and in 
such processions as we may 
have. 

She asked. this permission 
in the name of.the husband 
she loved so devotedly most 
of her life. He had been a 
perfect husband, she wrote 
us. He had died long ago, 
and had left two precious 
mementos. One was a wed- 
ding ring. The other was a 
betrothal ring, set with a 
perfect diamond. She would 
sell these rings, with our 
permission, and buy a mon- 
strance with the proceeds. 
Thus the memory of a per- 
fect love would create a 
vessel to enshrine Perfect 


“So Little,” He Says 

An archbishop wrote us 
too, a prelate with a heart 
as big as his diocese, a shep- 
herd whose own needs are 
immense and pressing. He 
sent us a cheque for $500, 
his holy prayers, his’ best 
wishes, and his regrets that 
he could do “sq yery little.” 

Another donation * came 
from the mother of a big 
family. A few months ago 
she discovered, to her alarm 
and her delight, that she 
was going to bear her seven- 
th child. She was alarmed 
because she had no money 
to meet the expense this 
would entail, delighted be- 
cause every new child is a 
new blessing. 

She decided 


that she 


The .passionate beating offwould save a few pennies out 


the heart of the World. 

In Thee, in: Thy freedom, 

I leap in the knowledge of 
Joy; : 

In Thee, I come and go with 
the subtlety of a dancer, 
And at every instant,,I meet 

Thee, and quicken 
At the perfume of Thy royal 
virtue. 





of her meagre household 
budget each week. Over a 
period of months, she felt, 
she might save twenty or 
thirty dollars. That would 
go a long way to meet the 
bills she foresaw. It would 
be grim, cutting down on 
such essentials as food and 
clothes for her husband, her 
six husky children, and her- 








| self; and God and Our Lady 
‘must be implored to prevent 


any illnesses or accidents, 
since there was no insurance 
to cover expenses of that 
kind. Also, prayers must be 
said that the landlord did 
not raise the rent. 

Our Lady Will Help 

The woman managed to 
save a few dollars the first 
week or two. But then she 
read about the chapel we 
are building to honor the 
Immaculate Conception. So 
she sent the money to the 
chapel fund. 

It was so simple, she said. 
She wouldn’t need to depend 
upon her own ability to 
skimp and save — not after 
she gave the job to Mary. 
The queen of heaven would 
take that household budget 
in hand, and make it stretch 
miraculousy. Therefore, the 
money that would have gone 
to pay the doctor bills for 
the seventh baby, will be 
sent, every week or every 
month, to the fund for 
Mary’s chapel. 

A school teacher read a- 
bout our determination to 
put up the chapel. She add- 
ed another year of labor on- 
to her tired shoulders. 

She was due for retire- 
ment and a pension, if she 
wanted it. And she did want 
it. For the first time in de- 
cades she would be free, in- 
dependent, moderately weal- 
thy. She could travel, in 
comfort if not in luxury. She 
could even buy a beautiful 
little house and settle down 
for the rest of her life, if she 
so desired, and.’ eultivate 
roses or chrysanthemums or 
tulips. 

: No More Classes? 

She would never again 
have to face a classroora of 
ruly or unruly children and 
teach them the things they 
did not want to know. She 
would never again have to 
submit to the tyranny of an 
alarm clock and a’ strict 
routine. 

But after she had read 
about the chapel, she tore 
up her application for retire- 
ment and pension, and her 
hope for freedom and ease 
and financial independence. 
She renewed her contract 
for another year — in order 
that she could pay so much 
a month into the chapel 
fund. 

The abbot of a new Bene- 
dictine abbey in the United 
States sent us a few dollars 
out of his poverty. (From 

(Continued on Page Tnree) 
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WHERE LOVE IS —GOD IS 


Joy floods the soul. A song wells sup in the 
heart. And the mind tries vainly to comprehend the 
infinite beauty of Love Who is God. 


June, the month everyone tries to write about, 
because it holds within its short thirty days so much 
beauty! Roses come to full bloom in June. The whole 
countryside reveals a thousand colors, and a million 
shades of every color,°as if to gladden the hearts of 
all beholders. 


Even grim cities seem released from the grim- 
ness, for some fragrance from far-away fields steals 
over them through the night, and greets those who 
rise early to walk through the stony streets. The air 
is cool, and fresh. Vacant lots or gardens gap gaily 
between rows of houses, and allow some green grass, 
or a flower or two—planted last year by some lazy 
wind — to bloom. Windows are cleaner. Flower pots 
and boxes. give the faces of city houses a new look. 


Youth turns its face to romance. Canopies 
blossom over Church doorways, and radiant brides 
walk under them like true queens. 


Yes, June is the month everyone tries to write 
about. It is a romantic month. ~* 


It should be written about. Because it is the 
month of Love .: . the month of THE SACRED 
HEART... symbol of the love of God for man.... 
a love that should flood our souls with joy . . . should 
bring a song to our heart . . . while the mind struggles 
vainly to comprehend the infinite beauty of that 
LOVE WHO IS GOD. 


We wax sentimental over romance. And love 
begins and ends in blue birds and rose-covereed cot- 
tages, that shelter (according to that pattern) eternal 
honeymooners. 


And the Sacred Heart, source and symbol of 
all LOVE ... from whence all other true loves stem 
. is forgotten. 


~ 


Perhaps that is why we are all so restless, so 
confused .. . FOR OUR HEARTS WERE MADE FOR 


GOD ... AND CAN FIND REST AND CLARITY . 
ONLY IN HIS SACRED HEART. 


There is nothing sentimental about the love 
of God for,man. It is strictly beautiful. Its symbol 
is the Cross. Nor should there be anything senti- 
mental about our love for God in return. We should 
accept the same symbol, reminding ourselvés that 
THERE ARE TWO SIDES ON EACH CRUCIFIX ... 
ONE FOR CHRIST... ONE FOR US. 


It is time we of this loveless. world began to 
love . .,. time we remembered that love never uses 
the pronoun “I”... that it lives for the beloved. If 
we do remember, and act accordingly . . . peace will 
come to us... His peace that no one can take away 
from us! The peace we hunger for as individuals, 
and ‘as nations, is ours for the taking. All we have 
to do IS TO LOVE GOD IN RETURN. ” 


Let us begin NOW. For the time, in - truth, 
IS NOW! 


& ‘Oh Sacred Heart of Christ .. . teach us how 
to love. We have such need to learn! 











|miracle is repeated again| 
|}and again in our days. 


'|/Christ who called them to 





born. And the fire was the 
fire of love .. : LOVE TO 
LOVE. 

That is what happened 
when Mary went to visit her 
cousin Elizabeth. She was 
the first chalice, as it were, 
to carry Christ to men. Hid- 
den in her womb then, as He 
is hidden in the Host today, 
He showed His divinity by 
setting afire the heart of an 
infant yet unborn. The same 


Baptized. In Fire 

Men come to the great 
Sacrament of the Holy Eu- 
charist. Men yet unborn to 
the fire of divine love. Oh 
they have been baptized to 
be sure, in the waters of 
Baptism, even as Christ was 
baptized by the same John. 
But they are unawakened 
yet to their own potentiali- 
ties, their own czpacities for 
divine love. 

Then suddenly, one day, 
they catch a glimpse of what 
it means to be a whole Chris- 
tian, a completely integrated 
Catholic. Then they leap 
with joy in the womb of that| 
inner vision. | 

Especially should this be) 
the case with husband and 
wife. They have come to- 
gether in that divine love... 
for what else is marital love 
but a facet, a gem from the 
crown of ETERNAL UN- 
CREATED LOVE IN WHOM 
ALL TRUE LOVES MEET? 

St. John Baptist, the an- 
chorite . . . the dweller in 
deserts ... the man who 
made straight the paths of 
the Lord . . .:the precursor 
.. . the martyr... should 
be the patron saint of mar- 
ried folks. 

The Word Is Fire 

Let us dwell a little on the 
whys and wherefores of this 
strange statement, which at 
first may strike you as illogi- 
cal... for it would seem that 
this virgin man, far removed 
from marriage . . . would be 
the last to become its pat- 
ron. Yet the _ bridge-word 
here is FIRE! It was the fire 
of love that made St. John 
leap in the womb of his 
mother at the approach of 
Christ. It is the fire of love 
that makes people “leap,” 
forsaking mother and father | 
and cleaving to one another. 
From whence did that “fire 
of love” come to them, or- 
dinary men and women that 
they are?- 

It came from the same 





their sublime vocation to 
love. It was THE FIRE OF 
LOVE that drove St. John 
into the desert to prepare 
himself for the immense 
task of being a precusor of 
the Lord of Hosts ... to be 
able “to make straight the 
way of the Lord.” And what 
is marriage but the dwelling 
of a man and a woman to- 
gether in a desert? 
Two In A Desert 

Two against the world and 
in the midst of the world... 
which is indeed a desert... 
the like of which St. John 
never faced! 

How infinite will be the 
mortifications and penances 
of the husband and wife if 
they are to preserve their 
marital and Christian in- 
tegrity; if they are to make 
straight the ways of the 
Lord in their hearts and 
souls, and in those of their 





children. How slow and 
thorough will be their “inner 
fast of herbs and locusts”; 
how bitter-sweet their days; 
how full of ‘watches and 
prayers” their nights. 
Marriage, for all its intox- 
icating matural and super- 
natural beauty, is the hard- 
est vocation of all, in the 
natural order. Yes .. . St. 
John the Baptist should be 
its patron. He should bring 
to it his fire of the love of 
God, and show how it can 
burn brightly, so brightly 
that it will illuminate not 
only the little Church that 
is every Catholic home (or 
should be), but also the BIG 
CHURCH .. . THE MYSTIC- 
AL BODY OF CHRIST... 
HIS BELOVED BRIDE .. 
No wonder the saint’s feast 
day is celebrated in many 
countries with bonfires. No 
wonder the Church gave the 


|world a blessing on that 
bonfire. FIRE is the watch-| 


word of St. John. FIRE is 
the soul of St. John. And 
the same fire must be the 
very soul of a family. 

The Catholic Family 

St. John spoke the truth 
fearlessly and paid for it 
with His life. St. John 
preached penance constant- 
ly, and repentance in season 
and out... and so must the 
Catholic family. They, like 
St. John, must speak and 
live... the FULL TRUTH 
OF GOD ... just as fearless- 
ly as St. John did... for 
what our sick and dying 
world needs is just such 
families . families that 
clothe their lives, day in and 
day out, with the flesh of 
the Word that dwells among 
us. 

Make no mistake 9 
THAT IS HEROIC IN THIS 
THE SECOND PART OF 
THE TWENTIETH CEN- 
TURY ... and it will make 
Straight the paths of the 
Lord to thousands of other 
families who are just wait- 
ing to be shown how to walk 
in “straight and narrow 
paths.” 

Oh! it may cost the Catho- 
lic family a great price to 
take St. John Baptist for its 
patron. It may cost “lives.” 
Father, perhaps, is not go- 
ing to be president of a vast 
concern. Money will not be 
over plentiful, as men reck- 
on such a commodity today. 
There will be no millions to 
figure taxes on. Mother will 
not have that wonderful 
house, with all the servants, 
worldly women dream about, 
and nag their husbands for. 
The Joneses will be left all 
to themselves, and no one 
will try “to keep up with 
them.” Junior may not go 
to college .. . but do an hon- 
est day’s work as a plumber 
or carpenter ... Sis will not 
belong to the Junior League 

.. hor have a “debut in 
society.” 

But under St. John’s pat- 
ronage ... such a family will 
be wealthy in joy and peace 
that transcends all human 
understanding. It will be 
rich in the love of God and 
one another, so rich that it 
will be able to give of its 
wealth of love to many who 
will knock at its door 
hungry and thirsty for it! 

To Keep Up With You 

They will be apostles of 
the market place, with 
whom many will wish to 
“keep up.” They will be what 
their patron saintis ... 
FIRES ON EARTH ... that, 
spreading, will set the world 
aflame for God; and hence 
make straight His paths in 
the souls of men! 

They will, seemingly, like 
St. John, lose their lives... 
for the love of Christ... and, 
even as he, they will lose 


their heads . . . or so men 
(Continued on Page Three) 








The B’s Corner 


Dorothy just left me. And 
here I am sitting at my desk, 
looking out on the calm blue 
river that flows so gently 
this time of the year past 
our very window, thinking— 
how broke can one branch 
of Friendship House be?, 

-Dorothy Phillips is our 
bookkeeper. And when she 
comes into my “office” 
which is but a desk by” a 
wide window, in the Dispen- 
sary, to talk “finance,” then 








things are really pretty. 


desperate with us, so far as 
money goes. AS I said... 
she has just left. And I sit 


_.and look out of the window, 


praying and wondering. 

She Knows Our Needs 
This is. the house ‘of Our 
Lady ... surely she must 
know our needs. She is well 
aware that most of them, 
ninety-five per cent. in fact, 
are not our personal needs, 
but those of her Son’s fav- 
orites—His poor. Yet always 
with every branch, even as 
with this, we at Friendship 
House are in a permanently 
insolvent condition . : . and 


compelled by that very fact 


to beg... beg... beg. 

I turn my eyes from the 
window, to look at a picture 
of Our Lady, sent to me by 
the abbot of the Trappist 
Monastery at Spencer, Mass. 
It is an unfinished picture, 
made by a monk, and mir- 
aculously, it seems, saved 
from the fire that recently 
razed this abbey. I like it 
very much, and call it to my- 
self, OUR LADY OF SIL- 
ENCE. I have a vigil light 
burning, before it for the 
intentions of everyone who 
asks us to pray for them... 
also for my-our-intentions. 
It is on the shelf where she 
stands that I keep my little 
“INTENTION BOOK.” 


Did I ever tell you about 
that? Well it goes this way. 
My correspondence is quite 
heavy — about ten thousand 
letters a year — and often 
my writing friends ask for 
our poor prayers. Well, I put 
their intentions in my IN- 
TENTION BOOK .. . and 
place it every night on Our 
Lady’s shelf. I am sure she 
reads them over, and tells all 
about them to the Triune 
God in Whose Glory she 
abides! 

It Makes Me Think 


Looking at her now makes 
me also think that this state 
of insolvency . . . keeps us 
humbly dependent on God’s 
providence . . . and teaches 
us abandonment and utter 
trust in Him. 4 

Yet there is Dorothy. I 
don’t seem to be able to get 
away from her simple state- 
ment. She said... “I came 
to tell you the state of our 
finances . . . we have thirty- 
six dollars in the bank. We 
owe ONE THOUSAND IN 
JUST DEBTS. True, they 
were contracted for Christ’s 
Sake . . . still we must pay 
them. Then there are the 
day-to-day expenses. Human- 
ly speaking, we need TWO 
THOUSAND DOLLARS ... 
and we need them NOW! 

I thanked her. And sat 
down to think and pray, and 
write this article. It seemed 
the only thing to do. I know 
no one personally who could 
sit down and write me a 
cheque for TWO THOUS- 
AND DOLLARS. Do you? I 
guess not. That would be 
asking for a first-class mir- 


acle. Not that I have a min- 


ute of doubt that it COULD 
HAPPEN, but I am not sure 
that that is the way she 
wants it to happen. However 
if she does . .. then of course 
it bing ; 

ur begging letter i 

(Continged 8 Page ES 
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First Real Help Comes 


Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Gratitude still walks with me, along the road of 
memories. Her steps and mine are slow. We do not talk 
much. But somehow, her very silence speaks and makes 


music in my heart. 


I watch the rhythm of our days slip.by, see the large 
family of Madonna House, our first branch of the Friend- 
ship House, Canadian Province, pray together, and work 
together for the Lord. And my mind easily crosses space 
and time and beholds the.same rhythm in our six Friend- 


ship House branches in the U.S.A. Province. 


: The Silence Sings: 

The silence of gratitude 
that walks with me along 
the road of memories swelis 
into a mighty song. And the 
song takes me back to 1938, 
and Harlem, New York, that 
city within a city, where the 
first U.S.A. Friendship House 





shepherd that she was, he 
stood ovér us, his “tiny 
flock” of pioneering Lay 


Apostles, and guarded us 
agamst all “evils.” Night 
and day I could go to him 
with all emergencies. And 
how many of those were 
present every day, and late 


was then being éstablished|into the night, during the 


‘AND . WITHOUT WHICH|first years 


of travail of 


THERE WOULD BE NO/Friendship House in Harlem, | 


OTHERS! 

I was back in my little 
stuffy room on 138th street 
.. . SO dark even on sunny 
days, that one had always 
to have an electric lamp 
going. That. many-rooms-in- 
one is forever etched into 
my very being. Kitchen-din- 
ing room-bedroom-office . . 
the tiny hall 
could barely turn... the 
small bathroom . . . all are 
there. As is the window that 
opened on a courtyard and 
which shut out the sky and 
magnified, as a loud speaker 
does, all the noises of a noisy 
tenement, plus the strange 
cacophony of umteen radios 


playing — each a different 
program! 

Heat ...cold... perpetual 
twilight .. . endless noise... 


encompassed me on the out- 
side. Loneliness ... fear... 
and temptations to pack and 
go back to the Canada I 
knew and loved .. . filled my 
heart, mind, and soul. Sleep 
fled from me. And the pulse 
beats of a _ restless, over- 
crowded Harlem that never 
sleeps ... came in and made 
their home with me. 

¢ The Noises Jeer 

I would go out and walk 
the teeming streets and 
wonder. what I, a_ lonely 
white woman from a disant 
land, was doing in this se- 
gregated, human sea_ of 
brown, yellow and _ black 
faces. 

True, I was there for love’s 
sake. Love of Christ in the 
Negro. But oh!, how far, far 
away Christ seemed. All I 
could see was the. Negro, 
whom I did not know ... 
and who did not know me 
nor seem to want me either. 

It was then God reminded 
me that I was not alone. 
Through the blue door of 
our library, freshly painted 
in honor of our Lady, He 
often came to visit me, in the 
persons of our saintly pastor 
Rev. Father Michael Mulvoy, 
Emannual Romero, and Ina 
MacDonald. 

There would not perhaps 
be a Friendship House in the 
United States of America 
were it not for these three. 

A Pastoral Visit 

Only those of us who have 
wdlked the long road of 
loneliness “that is the road 
today of the Lay Apostolate”’ 


where one 


know what it means to have: 


the pastor of one’s parish at 
ie side! Fully! With all 
the depth of understanding 
that only priestly souls can 
give! With the power and 
blessing that ony me Rt 
ternity of a pastor Ol a - 
ish oan bondect With the 
charity of deep comprehen- 
sion of the difficulties, trials, 
and darkness inherent in 
the apostolate. 

Father Michael .. . gave 
me all of these. Like the true 





only he and I and God know! 

It seems that not a week 
passed but the blue door 
opened to let him through. 
He came _ with blessings, 
advice, understanding, and 
help of all kind. 

Where are the words with 
which to thank him for all 


_| these? Tell me, you who pass 


by, where can I find them? 
And Then Mr. Romero 

And Mr. Romero! Origin- 
ally from Jamaica. A bril- 
liant man. A holy man. A 
tertiary of St. Francis. My 
brother in that extraordin- 
ary saint. What would I have 
done without his showing 
me, one by one, the obstacles 
to be overcome, the right 
turning to be taken at the 
cross roads, the way out of 
the labyrinth “race rela- 
tion” was to me. For I had 
lived for a long time in an 
intellectual fog. 

Of Russian-Polish origin, 
I had never encountered 
prejudice. From childhood, 
I had associated the U.S.A. 
with freedom, democracy, 
and high ideals of govern- 
ment. And now... I LIVED, 


ACTUALLY, FACTUALLY 
LIVED IN AND TOUCHED 
HARLEM . . THE CITY, 


WITHIN A CITY, BUILT 
ON PREJUDICE AND ON 
THE DENIAL OF ALL 
THAT DEMOCRACY 
STOOD FOR ... THE CITY 
OF BROKEN DREAMS AND 
IDEALS. ; 

A labyrinth indeed. But 
for the gentle, constant 
guidance and help of my 
friend and brother in St. 
Francs, who was of the Race, 
how could I have gone on 
lving in such a maze and 
remained sane? 

Where are the words to 
thank him with? Tell me, 
you who pass by, where I 
can find them? 

And Oh That Ina! 

Ina MacDonald. Also a 
woman of the Race. Quiet. 
Gentle. The first Negro with 
Mr. Romero to have faith in 
the dream that I was bring- 
ing to Harlem. It was then 
a somewhat formless dream, 
one that could not be quite 
put into words. It had to be 
lived, touched, and seen, to 
be believed. 

Ina, who was always there 


when there was something) 


to do! Ina, who was in at the 
birth of the Clothing Centre, 
the Library, the Adult Edu- 
cation Program, the Youth 
Centres, and the setting up 
of the office . . . who entered 
books, gave out clothing, 
worked on filing-cards way 
into the night... and al- 
ways encouraged me, just 
because she was there . 
just because she had_ the 
right word to say at the 
right time. 

Where are the words to 
thank her with? Tell me, 





you who pass by, where can 
I find them? 

A priest. A man. A wom- 
an. I sing to them the silent 
but immense song of my 
gratitude. Well I know, no 
one can tell me where to find 
words to thank them with. 
So I turn to the gracious 
Mother of God — and beg 

er to do so in my stead. 


Is This Not 
A Miracle of the 


Sacred Heart? 
: By 
Our Burma Correspondent, 
The Rev. U. Bordin, S.D.B. 














On a June day in 1942 a 
dying Burma woman called 
her son. 


The whole of Burma had| 


been overrun by the Japan- 
ese. Life was hard, travelling 
difficult. Medicines were un- 
obtainable. Priests had been 
interned. Some, not jailed, 
were confined to their resi- 
dences. But the woman was 
stout of heart. 
No One Could Stop Her 

“Take me to Mandalay,” 
she bade her son. “I must 
see a priest before I die. I 
must receive the Sacra- 
ments:”’ 

She was lying on a mat, 
burning with fever. Pneu- 
monia, malaria, dysentery, 
and other diseases had re- 
duced her to skin and bones. 
There was no strength left 


|in her — except in her heart 


and will. 

“But you cannot be mov- 
ed,”’ her son said. “The doc- 
tors have told you again and 
again that the least move- 
ment will kill you. It is far 
to Mandalay, and...” 

She hushed the crying 
boy. “I must go,” she _in- 
sisted. “God will take me 
there.” 

The boy submitted. After 
all, she would die soon any- 
way, no matter what was 
done for her. Let her die 
happy then. He placed her, 
as gently as he could, in a 


bullock cart, and set out 
along the pitiful country 
roads. 


A Long Hard Trip 

The jostling and jolting 
of the cart, the sudden drop- 
ping of the wheels.into holes 
in the road, and the scorch- 
ing sun, should have finish- 
ed the old woman within the 
first few hours. But she sur- 
vived. At the nearest rail- 


road station she was placed, 
in a freight car, in which she 


made a two day trip. Even- 
tually she crossed the river 
by sampan, was lifted into 
another. bullock cart. She 
entered our school compound 
about ten o’clock on _ the 


fourth day after she had left | 


home. 

She was lying on a mat in 
one of the verandahs when 
I saw her. She could hardly 
talk, but she looked very 
happy indeed. I heard her 
confession, brought the Via- 
ticum, and administered Ex- 
treme Unction. Then she 
found strength to say a few 
words: ° 


“Father, I was told I would 
never reach Mandalay, but 
I knew I would. I felt I would 
not be disappointed. Because 
Father, I have made the nine 
First Fridays several times, 
in honor of the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus; and did not Jesus 
promise that none would die 
without the Sacraments who 
had thus honored Him? I 
was sure He would keep His 


.|promisé. Father, tell this to 


my people. Tell it to everv- 
body. Tell them what a mir- 
acle it is that I was enabled 
to come here. Do you not 
think it is truly a miracle of 


the Sacred Heart?” 

We wept together, this old 
woman and I. She died a 
short time afterwards, and 
was buried the following 
day. But her memory will 
linger in my mind while I 
live; and because of her my 
heart will Know an _ ever- 
increasing love and trust in 
the Sacred Heart. 


A PATRON SAINT FOR 


(Continued from Page Two) 
will say. (For anyone in love 
with God appears foolish in 
the eyes of the world.) Yet 
they will gain a kingdom, 
and they will lay up 71nto 
themselves, treasures “neith- 
er moth nor thief can get 
at.” , 

It is St. John, again, who 
will teach the husband and 
wife to find.God in the hard 
martyr-like discipline of 
their holy vocation ... in 
the desert of pain and sor- 
row that comes to each hum- 
an family. It will be he who 
will strengthen their wills 
against the winds of temp- 
tation that rock the lovely 
house of love each marriage 
is. It will be his ways that 
will show them theirs, when, 
worried and a little lost, they 








stand at some _ cross-roads 
that marriage inevitably 
leads to. 


Fire Of Obedience 


He it is too, past master at 
mastering himself, who will 


teach them obedience to 
God’s will . . . to His com- 
mandments ... His Beati- 
tutes ... His counsels... 
which each family must 


make their own . . . accord- 
ing to their married state. . 
or perish from spiritual mal- 
nutrition. 


This applies equally to 


father and mother and 
children. St. John, by in- 
structing parents in the 


WAYS OF THE LORD... 
will help them to instruct 
the fruits of their beautiful 
love ... their children... 
to walk in the same straight 
narrow ways. 

Indeed, St. John _ the 
Baptist should be the patron 
saint of families ... -for, 
FIRE OF LOVE THAT HE 
IS, HE WOULD BEGIN TO 
MAKE STRAIGHT THESE 
IMPORTANT WAYS OF 
THE LORD. IF THERE IS 
ONE PART OF HUMANITY 
THAT MUST BECOME 
“STRAIGHT” ..IT IS OUR 
MODERN CATHOLIC FAM- 
ILY ... THAT LIVES IN 
THESE STRANGE TIMES 
BETWIXT AND BETWEEN 
THE HEAVEN OF THEIR 
FAITH AND: THE HELL 
‘THAT IS THE MODERN 
|\WORLD ... SO FULL OF 
|SECULARISM . . . MATER- 
IALISM ... PAGANISM ... 
AND ALL “ISMS” EXCEPT 
_TRUE CATHOLICISM! 

_ST. JOHN ... COME, AND 
MAKE THE FOUNDATION 
OF OUR STRUMBLING SO- 
CIETY STRAIGHT !'AND 
FIRM ... SAVE THE SOUL 
OF THE WORLD ... BY 
SAVING THE FAMILY... 
AMEN. 


LOVE AND SACRIFICE 











‘the firm belief that 
| better to give than to 
ceive! ) 


(Continued from Page One) 

his poverty to our poverty, 
with love for Mary, and in 
it is 
re- 


An old friend-in Harlem 
had made up his mind to 
come to Madénna House this 
year on his vacation. He had 
just finished his fiftieth year 
as a Franciscan tertiary, and 
he felt it only right to cele- 
brate this important and 
holy event by visiting us. 
Then he had, he thought, a 
better idea. He would denv 
himself the pleasure of 





spending his vacation in 


Combermere, and send us 
the money it would cost. So 
he mailed a cheque for $50 
to the chapel account! 

Hope, Faith, and Love 

We have faith and hope 
and love in Madonna House. 
We build with that., But 
without the sacrifices of our 
friends, and the friends of 
Mary, it would take a long 
time to finish building. God 
loves those who make sacri- 
fices for Him. How much 
more, do* you suppose, He 
loves those who make sacri- 
fices to honor His immacu- 
late mother? 

We wrote the first story 
about the chapel in the 
April issue. It had hardly 
begun to circulate before the 
first dollar bills and cheques 
were dropped in the mails. 
We have reprinted that April 
article in pamphlet form. 
If you’d like one, write us 
for it. 

We have put down the 
names of all the donors in 
a-special book. That of a 
parish priest heads. the lisi. 
We do not intend ever to 
publish this list; but we do 
intend to keep the names 
close to Our Lady’s heart. 

Don’t you titink she will 
take good care of that 
mother with the budget, 
that widow who sold her 
rings, that man who gave 
up his vacation, that school 
teacher who took another 
year of drudgery on herself, 
that abbot, that archbishop, 


and all the others who show _ 


their love for her? 





--~, 


HELP THE MISSIONS; 


The Benedictine Chinese 
Mission, Lisle, Ill., U.S.A., 
can use necklaces, beads, 
broken rosaries, cancelled 
stamps, and other things 
you might not know what to 
do with — except to throw 
them away. 

Our Lady’s shrine at Arsi- 
kere, Mysore State, India, 
asks alms for its poor. It 
takes only 25 cents to feed 
one poor person a day; and 
only $5 to clothe one and 
feed him for a week. Funds 
should be sent to Rev. Fr. 
P. A: M. D’Cruz, Chaplain. 

Rev. D. Buckley, of the 
Catholic Mission, Kaylong, 
P.O. Sotik, Kenya Colony, 
British East Africa, writes 
that his bishop has opened 
a new mission and_ placed 
him in charge of it, with 
only the episcopal blessing 
to help him. 


Father Foisey, of the Lady 
of Lourdes Mission, Laborde, 








Haiti, can use everything 
you send him, especially 
money. 


Father U. Bordin, S.D.B., 
112 Commissioner Road, P.O. 
Box No. 698, Rangoon, Bur- 
ma, is in desperate need. 
His people are among the 
poorest of the poor. 

Father Peter Tonello, S.D. 
B., Catholic Mission, P.O. 
Cherrapunjee, Assam, India, 
is another missionary who 
lives in destitution and 
hunger. ; 


And Rev. Father A. Akker- 


‘mans, of the Roman Catho- 


lic Mission, P.O. Bamendo, 
British Cameroons, . British 
West Africa, has 40,000 
pare depending on him, 
and on you. 

_As St. John Bosco once 
remarked to a gathering at 
Lyons, France, “the fate of 
many poor people is in your 
pockets.” 


. — 
wen tate, i 


When you have reached 
the perfection of holiness or 
think you have, remember a 
halo-only has to fall two feet 








to become a noose.—Anon. 
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Small and unimportant as 
Restoration is among the Ca- 
tholic papers, many manu- 
scripts come to it every week. 
Usually we know where they 
come from. The _ author’s 
name is on the script, or in a 
letter accompanying it. But 
this time, looking for a story 
suitable for publication in the 
month devoted to the Sacred 
Heart, we discover the fol- 
lowing, which has no signa- 
ture. If it came with a letter, 
the letter, alas, has been mis- 
placed. We are sorry about 
this, for it is the sort of 
article that will be rememb- 
ered. And its author should 
be remembered with it. 

There is a seemingly end- 
less succession of far-flung 
events and dramatic actions 
which crowd the calendar of 
human history. But when 
the last chapter shall have 
been written there will re- 
main but one action that 
will be recalled as truly sig- 
nificant and really central; 
one action which turned a 
sinful world upside. down 
and “made all things new.” 

On A Wind-swept Hill | 

And there will be one per- 
son who will be remembered, 
whose life and death both 
were strangely engaged in 
that great and mysterious 
action. That action happen- 
ed on a low, wind-swept hill 
just outside Jerusalem’s city 
limits on a dark Friday 
afternoon. That person is 
the God-Man Jesus Christ. 


It was the day of the Un- 
leavened Bread. The new 
Passover had come, and now 
all things were “lifted up,” 
all things were “drawn” to 
this great Center. 

This action was a fulfill- 
ment. A perfect sacrifice had 
been completed. A _ long, 
weary era of human striv- 
ing, of man’s impulsion to 
reach God was ended. 

The story is a long one. 
We find a sin-laden Adam 
crouched in _ helplessness 
under a tree that is still 
remembered for its traces of 
man’s disobedience and his 
consequent spiritual death. 
He was the head of a race 
and in him the race had 
fallen. And now there was 
evil in the world, and a 
blight had come upon the 
earth. 

The. man who had been 
lifted up to dizzy heights, 
who shared the Divine Life 
and dared to walk with God, 
was now a disillusioned fel- 
low, frustrated and haunted 
by the memory of shattered 
dreams, a man completely 
estranged from God. Thus 
began the long history . of 
man’s striving for God. 

A Hunger Unsated 

The desire remained, the 
hunger did not abate. This 
impulsion to reach up to 
God is something. universal 
in human nature. And _ so 
throughout the world’s his- 
tory you  ffind _ sacrifice, 





sometimes crude, sometimes 
cruel and terrible, always 
inadequate. Always _ there 
was that awful void. Always 
there was that desire to 
reach up to God, and the 
consequent frustration, the 
inability to reach Him. 

But now a new era emer- 
ges. We find another Man 
crouched in a garden in 
seeming helplessness. He is 
the new Adam, the perfect 
Bridge that could span the 
gulf that estranged man 
from God, for He was both 
man and God, “Who bore 
our sins upon the tree.” 

For the disobedient Adam, 
He becomes obedient ‘even 
unto death on a cross.” “Be- 
hold I come, to do Thy will, 
O God,” is the shortest bio- 
graphy that might be writ- 
ten of Him. And now human 
striving reaches its fulfill- 
ment. It is in the sacrifice 
of the cross that desire is 
fulfilled and inability is 
removed. And thus we are 
brought to our Mass, for the 
cross is daily enacted, made 
present, and made operative 
in the Mass. 

The World’s Victim 

And here it is that all the 
power, all the holiness of 
Christ’s self-offering as Vic- 
tim for the world is brought 
to the individual soul, and 
then to the whole human 
family through Holy Com- 
munion. The gamut of 
Christ’s life, passion, death, 
and resurrection is encom- 
passed in one great action, 
one great Mystery, in the 
Mass. 

There is the “Bitter Pas- 
sion,” as Pius Parsch calls 
it, and the “Blessed Passion”’ 
with its consequent Easter 
victory. The Mass is the 
cross. Christ has left us His 
death in the Mass. But there 
is also Easter in the Mass. 
There is resurrection and 
life. 

There is one further point 
about which we must. be 
clear. The Mass must ever 
be the center of the Catholic 
life, the focal point, into 
which everything, the whole 
of life must be _ gathered. 
There is a twofold movement 
in the Mass: the upward 
movement of offering, the 
giving of oneself to God, 
with all the stuff of reality 
that surrounds and makes 
up one’s life; and the down- 
ward movement in which all 
of this self-offering, the 
whole of life, must be sanc- 
tified, by the divine out- 
pouring. 

God Bends Down To Us 

In the Mass we give and 
receive, in that order. And 
God receives and gives, in 
that order. It is man who 
reaches up to God, and it is 
God who bends down to 
man. 

Someone has said that the 
Mass is something like a 
great’ limitless sea _ into 
which we sort of plunge and 
become immersed. When we 
emerge we are refreshed and 
transfigured for we have 
touched the mystery of 
Christ. “If any man thirst, 
let him come... and I will 
give him living water.” 

If there is anyone who is 











likely to catch that visiorr 
of the Mass it is the lay 
apostle. And we must never 
think that the lay apostle 
is a new and curious phen- 
omenon, the product of a 
novel movement who makes 
his brief appearance on the 
stage of current church 
history, only to disappear 
again behind the _ scenes 
never to return. ; 

The genuine lay apostle 
is the layman conscious of 
his full Christian dignity — 
and his responsibility. He is 
a man with a mission: “to 
restore all things in Christ.” 
To him Baptism was more 





big and small, lay apogtles 
with a new vision, a vision 
of the whole, fired with 
apostolic zeal, go about their 
Pentecostal way to “renew 
the face of the earth”... “to 
make all things new.” 
' Call For Greatness 
There is great evil in our 
world, and the times call for 
greatness. There is evidence 
too that the challenge to 
greatness is being taken up. 
Christian laymen with a 
sense of mission, who know 
that they are the Church, 
who know the urgency of 
the times, are heeding the 
call of the Popes to holy 


\at 


And the Lords God 


sent him out.... 
to till the earth 


from which 


than a spiritual bath which 
washed him clean. It was a 
vital rebirth which signed 
him with the sign. of faith, 
with chrismal anointing 
which made him Share in 
the priestliness of God’s 
people, a priestliness which 
geared him for worship and 
empowered him to drink 
deep draughts at the foun- 
tain of living water. 
An Unfailing Fount 


The main streams of this 
fountain, he knows, are to 
be found gushing forth 
from the great Center, the 
Mass. The lay apostle is a 
man who.knows that holy 
Confirmation has made him 
“srown up,” with adult 
responsibilities, to fight like 
a soldier for Christ and for 
others. 

He knows that Confirma- 
tion was an anointing with 
chrism (“chrism” comes 
from the name “Christ’’), 
and so he must share with 
others the Christ that he is 
and that he bears, for his is 
a priestly mission. He has 
the fullness of the Holy Spirit 
now, with the gifts He 
brings: love, strength, apos- 
tolic fire. The sacramental 
character with which he 
has been marked has equip- 
ped him with a new power 
for better and more ade- 
quate worship. And so the 
Mass as the great sea into 
which he can plunge takes 
on added meaning, for now 
he can plumb new depths 
and drink deeper draughts. 

The Lay Apostle is here to 
stay. There is a new spirit 
abroad in the world. A 
strange restlessness that 
knows no. quiet ‘stalks the 
land. Everywhere, in places 





he was taken. 
Gen. I1f.23 


action, to “build up_ the 
Body of Christ,” that “Christ 
may be all in all.” 

The apostolates are varied 
and many: the workers, the 
students, the family, rural 
life, ‘social justice, inter- 
racial justice, and _ others, 
but the same Holy Spirit 
hovers over them all. 

The Spirit which brooded 
over the waters in the first 
creation is the same Spirit 
which, dove-like, “broods 
over the bent world” to 
bring forth the new creation. 
It is this Spirit, the “Spirit 
of Jesus,” working in the 
Church, the whole Church, 
that will “renew the face of 
the earth.” , 

A world- to - be - redeemed 
needs redeemers. This is the 
challenge to the lay apostle 
of our time: to redeem the 
world. This will call for holy 
action with many _ ingre- 
dients: faith, zeal, trust, 
courage, resourcefulness, pa- 
tience, sacrifice and love. In 
short, it will call for the 
spirit of Christ. There is 
only one school in which 


tale of urgent needs! 
Not Our Ways At All 


How true it is that God 
indeed WRITES STRAIGHT 
WITH CROOKED LINES .. 
and that His ways are not 
Ur “ays....+' Bee is 
thoughts our thoughts. A- 
gain I look at Our Lady, and 
again I remember. Six years 
ago, on May 17th, we came 
into this far-away part of 
northern Canada. Madonna 
House then was but a sort 
of dream in my heart. . 
today it is a reality ... serv- 
ing a whole countryside .. . 
attracting people from all 
over the world to God and 
the things of God! Mir- 
aculous is the only word for 
it . . . for of ourselves. we 
could do none of this. Mary 
is the real Director of this 
House. 

And it is in her name that 
we must again BEG. Oh dear 
friends ... I truly could not 
do it with such impertinent 
persistency, if you know 
what I mean. But do it I 
must. AND THIS TIME I 
ASK IN HER NAME ...IN 
THE NAME OF OUR LADY 
OF SILENCE . .. WHO SO 
CONSTANTLY ... YET SO 
SILENTLY .. . LOOKS 
AFTER YOU AND ME... 
AND WITH SUCH A GREAT 
LOVE! 

Yes . . . Dorothy’s state- 
ment was stark... true. WE 
HAVE THIRTY-SIX DOL- 
LARS IN THE BANK. WE 
NEED TWO THOUSAND. 
GRACIOUS MOTHER OF 
GOD... WE TURN TO 
YOU ... AND BEG YOU 
TO .OPEN THE HEARTS 
OF YOUR FRIENDS ...SO 
THAT WE MAY CONTINUE 
SERVING YOU AND YOUR 
SON IN HIS POOR... AND 
FOR HIS GREATER 
GLORY... AMEN. 





Lord of 
Quiet Waters 


By Lucine Pawlowski ~ 











Lord of Quiet Waters, 
Walking on the sea, 

When my footsteps falter, 
Come, take hold of me. , 


Take my hand to guide me, 
Keep the shore in view, 
Lord of Quiet Waters, 
Let me walk with You! 


Let the tempest flay me, 
Let the oar waves roar, 
Steady are my footsteps, 
"Til we reach that shore. 


this spirit will be found: in|,Jesus, stay beside me 


the Mass, which is the noviti- 
ate of the lay apostle! For 
the Mass is the great Center, 
the one great Action which 
will make fruitful all Catho- 
lic Action. It is the redeem- 
ing Action of Christ without 
which the world will not be 
redeemed. 





r THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 


has been out for a month, 
so many generous folks, you 
among them, have sent us 
of your necessities .. . and 
here I am telling another 


All my lifetime through. 
Lord of Quiet Waters, 
Let me walk with You! 


BURNING 
FURNACE 
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